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In sweet security it humbly blows. 

And rests its purple head to deck the green. 

“ This flower, as nature’s poet sweetly sings. 

Was once milk white, and Heartsease was its name 

Till wanton Cupid pois’d his rosy wings, 

A vestal’s sacred bosom to inflame. 

“ With treacherous aim the god his arrow drew 
Which she with icy colduess did repel; 

Rebounding thence with feathery speed it flew, 

Till on this lovely flower at last it fell. 

“ Heartsease no more the wand’ring shepherd found 
No more the nymphs its snowy form possess, 

Its white now changed to purple by Love’s wound, 
Heartsease no more, but Love-in-idleness.” 

The above lines of the poet were undoubtedly 
suggested by the following quotation from Shak* 
speare,whoin his “ Midsummer’s Night’s Dream,” 
after describing the uselessness of Cupid’s aim at 
the heart of the maiden queen, alludes to the 
heartsease thus : — 

“ Yet marked I where the bolt of Cupid fell. 

It fell upon a little western flower. 

Before milk white, now purpled with Love’s wound, 

And maidens call it * Love-in- Idleness.’” 

The pansy of the corn field is generally a small 
flower of a sulphur colour, with a spot of purple 
on its lowest petal, but if we wander to a spot 
“ where once a garden smiled,” we are sure to find 
abundance of the purple variety. 


THE WOODRUFF. 

( Asperula odorato.) 

Class, Tetrandria. Order, Monogynia. Nat. Ord. 

Rubiaceoe. 

This beautiful little snow-white flower is now 
in full bloom in our woods and brakes, it has 
eight leaves growing in a whorl on the erect and 
square stem, which bears a number of terminal 
small white blossoms, of four petals. The plants 
turn black in drying, and emit a pleasant odour re- 
sembling that of new made hay. It is an unob- 
trusive little plant, and 

“ Amid a thousand brighter flowers. 

We scarcely note thy tender bloom, 

When summer’s heat and spring time’s showers 
Have called thee from thy winter tomb. 

“ But should we find thee withered, reft 
Even of the humble charms thou hast, 

We feel a fragrant sweetness left, 

A sweetness that no ills can blast. 

“Thus modest worth remains unknown. 

While fairer beauty’s flattered name, 

On every zephyr’s breath is blown 
A candidate for human fame. 

“ Let sorrow come— mere beauty now, 

Has lost its adventitious power, 
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